Infthe last couple of days Ekkinas has become a regular
caravanserai of lorries carrying loads of every possible
description. And from there on the way was as crowded
as the London-Southend road on a fine bank holiday. It
was,an endless chain of vehicles of all kinds; lorries, sledges,
cars, buses. Those coming from Hanko piled high with
furniture of every kind; beds and mattresses, dining-room
tables, sideboards, dresserss chests of drawers. Just the
whole contents of people's homes. The sort of things youM
be taking yourself if you were moving house, only your
things would be properly packed and decently hidden in
a closed pantechnicon, whilst theirs are piled up as best
they can be on whatever kind of vehicle they are
lucky enough to be able to get hold of, There's so little
time to get everything away, and, quite apart from wanting
to save their own belongings, the last thing in the world
any Finn wants to do is to leave behind anything whatso-
ever for the Russians.
Going towards Hanko, and forming the other side of
this endless chain of transport, was a long stream of empty
vehicles returning for further loads. It all seemed to work
very smoothly, which was a remarkable thing, because if
one car had gone into the ditch—which is the easiest thing
in the world on these frozen roads—it would have held up
the whole stream of traffic until it was pulled out again.
And that often takes time, as I know only too well,
When we got to within about twelve miles of Hanko we
reached the boundary to which the Russians will come
under the peace treaty. Just over on what will be the
Finnish side was quite a big house, and its owners were
busy taking all their belongings out of it and putting them
on lorries and sledges. Although they would still be in
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